DOWN MULBERRY LANE

By M H.-C.

SOBEL hopped out of bed, ran to

1 the window and pushed up the

blind. FEarly as it was the bright

sun streamed the morning world
with it's yellow light.

“O! good,” she cried, and right
away began pulling on her stockings
and “shoes, and tumbling somehow in-
to her clothes.

For this was the day of the picnic,
the day when mother was to take the
five of them, Belle, Gretchen, Jane,
Patty and herself on their first visit
to the old grove far down the end of
Mulberry Lane, where it had been
decided that this day of gladness was
to be spent. For one long week they
had planned and chattered about it.
Of course there would be a violet
patch, and a dear little pebbly brook
where one could paddle in bare feet
and the sun didn’t eat you up as it
did on the beach. And a swing! Oh!
there would be a swing, where two
could sit together and touch the tree-
tops with their toes.

And the day had come at last.
Promptly at eleven they started, five
fresh-starched, happy little maidens,
running races, playing tag, tearing off
and coming back all out of breath.
Nurse warned them that it was their
own little legs that must carry them
home, for Belleview beach wasn’t like
the city, and there were no cars or
carriages to carry them in,

However, this didn’t serve to damp-
en their spirits, and they gaily march-
ed along, down the beach past the
big club-house and soon out into the
country road, into the shade of the
spreading trees and away from the
glaring noon heat of the beach.

“Let’s call out to Sydney when we
pass his house,” suggested Belle,
“and maybe if Mrs. Morris asks her,

CANADIAN EOURIER

FOR THE CHILDREN

Miss Myers will let him come along
too.”

So Sydney was invited to the picnic
and everyone was glad when his aunt
said that he might go along, for they
all liked the little, dark-eyed lad who
lived in the rose-covered cottage at
the end of the lane.

It was Patty’s sharn eye that first
caught sight of the swing between
the oaks. “I’ll dare you to beat me,”
she challenged them, and away they
went like a flock of young hare, leav-
ing mother and nurse to follow at a
more dignified rate of speed.

Then the fun began. Such a day
as it was, and how good the lunch
tasted that was spread for them un-
der the big oak trees that grew just
beside the brook. “I do believe,” said
Gretchen, “that this very spot we are
sitting on now is where the wood
fairies hold their revels. See how
beautiful the moss is. Oh! do keep
still everybody for a minute, shut your
eyes and maybe we shall hear the
tinkle of their voices.” ‘

There was silence for nearly ten
seconds, and then Jane burst out with,
“Why, T know what’s the matter; it’s
Sydney. Fairies never come out when
boys are around,” and she looked re-
proachfully at him.

“Well, I think it’s silly, anyway,”
said the little boy, “listening for fair-
ies when I'm just starving.”

Mother laughed merrily and thought
the fairies had bad taste not to like
little boys, and that Sydney was right
about the lunch, so they all turned
their attention to the good things be-
fore them, It’s wonderful how much
better chicken sandwiches, apple tart,
chocolate cake and ginger ale all taste
when you eat them sitting on a mossy
carpet with the blue sky for a roof
and the trunks of the gnarled old oaks
for your walls, than they do at any
other time. But such is the case, as

A Playfellow Worth Having.

Belle, Gretchen, Jane, Patty, Isobel
and Sydney would everyone tell you
if you were to ask them.

R

T really didn’t seem any time,
though they were all hungry again,
until tea was ready, then after that
the packing up had to be done. This
wasn’'t quite so much fun, for every-
one was tired, and Pattie could not
find her sunbonnet nor Sydney his
ball. By the time they were all ready
the sun was beginning his downward
course into the sea, and the little
bird’s merry chirrup had a weary
note.

“Hurry, children,” Mrs. Morris
told them. “I don’t want your mam-
mas to scold me for keeping their
little girls out too late.”

Just then Gretchen yawned noisily,
and Jane said “O, you rude thing!”

“Don’t be cross, Miss Jane,” nurse
said. Then turning to Mrs. Morris,
f‘I’m afraid if we don’t hurry there
is going to be trouble, ma’am. They're
getting sleepy and cross already.”

“Never mind, nurse, we're well on
our way and it won't be long now,”
and Mrs. Morris took Jane’s hand and
gave it a squeeze. There was a tear
in Jane’s eye, for she didn’t like being
told that she was cross, although she
knew it was true enough.

“Come, girls, I'll race you to the
end of the lane,” shouted Sydney, and
with a whoop Isobel and Gretchen
flew after him, not going to be out-
done by a mere boy. But Gretchen
lagged wearily before the goal was
reached, and when Mrs. Morris and
the others came up she was seated on
the stump of an old tree and declared
she couldn’t go a step farther.

“Nurse will take your hand, dear,”
said Mrs. Morris, “and there is Syd-
ney’s house in sight already.” But in
spite of her cheery words she was
really worried, for there was the
whole length of the beach to be trav-
elled yet and the children were get-
ting more  drowsy every minute.

Sydney’s aunt was waiting for them
at the gate and insisted that they
should all come in and rest. Mrs.
Morris thought it better that they
should hurry on, but the sight of
Jane’s weary eyes and Gretchen’s
sleepy lids made her give way. “But
it must be only for a minute, dears,
and then we must be off again.”

So they went in, and Sydney’s aunt
hurried off to get them each a cookie
and a glass of milk. They were all
thirsty, the milk was cool and re-
freshing and the cookie a flake of
sweetness that melted like a dream.
They all thanked Miss Meyers for
being so good to weary travellers.
“And now, we really must go,” said
Mrs. Morris, “their mothers won't
know what has become of them.” But
when they went to look for Gretchen,
there she was cuddled up in a big
arm chair with Isobel squeezed in be-
side her, and the two of them fast
asleep.

“Oh! children, how shall I ever
get you home if you go falling off to
sleep at this rate?” cried poor Mrs.
Morris.

“I’ll tell you what we’ll do,” sug-
gested Miss Meyers, “we’ll put the
two of them in the big express wag-
gon and you can draw them home.”

“But I'm too tired to walk, too,”

~ wailed Jane and Bell together.

“Well, my dears, you can have the
old carriage that Sydney rode in when
he was a baby, and nurse will wheel
you.”

Sydney chuckled when he saw the -

funny sight they made when they
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You can afford a

New Scale Williams
Piano

By our system of easy purchase

E makeitavery easy matter
for you to buy the finest
piano in Canada — the

“New Scale Williams.”” We
arrange the payments—so much
each month, and you have the
use of the pianoall the time you
are paying for it.

It is the ideal way to acquire
a piano. And the ‘‘New Scale
Williams”’ is the ideal piano—
beautiful in finish — glorious
tone and volume — sensitive
touch — and absolutely guar-
anteed as to materials and
workmanship.

We will send you —free of
charge — beautifully  illus-
trated booklets describing
the New Scale Williams
Pianos—and also explain
our purchase plan. -Cut
out the coupon and
mail to us today.

McGill University

MONTREAL
Session 1909-1910

Courses in Arts, Applied Science (Ar-
chitecture, Chemistry, Metallurgy, Theory
and Practice of Railways, and Civil, Elec-
trical, Mechanical, and Mining  Engineer
ing) Law, Medicine, Dentistry, and Com-
merce.

Matriculation Examinations will com-
mence on June 14th and September 23rd
and Examinations for Second Year Exhibi-
tions and Third Year Scholarships, will
commence on September 23rd.

Lectures in Arts, Applied Science, and
Commerce, will begin on October 1st; in
Medicine on October 1st.

Particulars regarding examinations,

entrance requirements, courses of study,
fees, etc., can be obtained on application
to :

J. A. NICHOLSON, M.A.
Registrar.

Royal Victoria
Colle,ge - Montreal

A residential hall for the women
students of McGill University. Situa-
ted on Sherbrooke Street. in close prox-
imity to the University Buildings and
laboratories, Students of the College
are admitted to the courses in Arts of
Me@Gill University on identical terms
with men, but mainly in separate
classes. In addition to the lectures
given by the Professors and Lecturers
of the University, students are assisted
by resident tutors. Gymnasium, skat-
ing rink, tenniscourts etc. Scholarships
and Exhibitions awarded annually.

Instruction in all branches of music
in the McGill Conservatorium of music.

For further particulars address

The Warden, Royal Victoria College
Montreal
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